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Bible. A thick book and an official one, sanctioned by the
Holy Synod. You can put your faith in it."
He laughed and gave Pavel a wink.
"But that's not enough. I've come to ask you for books.
There are two of us; IVe brought Yefirn with me. They
sent us here with a load of tar, so we made a little detour
and came to see you. Give me the books before that Yefim
comes. He shouldn't know too much."
.As the mother gazed at Rybin, she felt that not only his
clothes were different. His manner was less forbidding,
his glance more cunning, his eyes less frank than, they
had been.
"Mother," said Pavel, "would you mind going for the
hooks? The people there know which ones. Tell them
they're to be sent to the country."
"Very well," said the mother. "I'll go as soon as the
samovar boils."
"You mixed up in this business too, Pelagea Nilovna?"
laughed Rybin. "Hm. Plenty of people out there want
books. That's the work of the local teacher; they say he's
a good fellow, though he comes from the clergy. And
there's another teacher, a woman, about seven versts
away. Neither of them use forbidden books. Scared of los-
ing their jobs. But it's the forbidden books I need—ones
with a little pepper in them. If the books I pass out fall
into the hands of the police inspector or the priest, who'll
they blame but those teachers? Meanwhile I'll hide away
and bide my time."
He grinned, very much pleased with his own cleverness.
"Aha!" thought the mother. "You look like a bear, but
you're really a fox!"
"If they suspect the teachers of spreading forbidden
literature, will they put them in jail?" asked Pavel.
^Sure they will," answered Rybin. "What of it?"
"But you're the guilty one, not they. It's you who should
go to jail."
"You're a funny fellow!" laughed Rybrn, slapping his
knee. "Nobody'd ever suspect me! Muzhiks don't go in for

